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One 


Nine hundred and ninety-nine times. I've sat behind my kit, watching, listening, and learning for nine hundred and 
ninety-nine shows, for fifteen years. And falling in love. When | first met him, | was scared that he would think 
| was some shit ass drummer and just a stupid, spazzy kid. But he turned out to be exactly like me and he 
liked my drumming. | joined his band after William left. And from day one, we just clicked. He was both my 
partner in crime and my mentor. We could laugh and joke and be stupid one minute and then seriously discuss 
music the next. The years passed and we grew closer, as close as two men could possibly be without sleeping 


together. And we did that quite a bit over the years. Actually sleeping though, not the other thing. 


| thought about the other thing and my stomach would tighten. When did this happen? It was like one day | just 
woke up and when | saw him, | knew. | loved him. | needed him. Most of all, | wanted him. Everything about him 
was perfection From the sinewy, thin ankles to his muscular thighs to his hips where a pair of jeans magically 
clung. That chest with the tattoo and the tan skin beckoned me to touch and taste it. | could stare at the 
tattoos on his arms and shoulders for hours, especially during a show when they glistened with sweat. His dark 
hair, the exact color of the richest chocolate, was inviting as well. | thought many times about burying my 
face in it and breathing it in. But my favorite part of him to fix my eyes upon was his face. As the years flew 
past, they were reflected in his face. A crease in his forehead, a new line in the corner of his eye, a shaggier 


beard with maybe a grey hair or two. He's sexier today than he was fifteen years ago. 


Dave paused the one thousandth show to introduce his band mates. "..The best part about Taylor Hawkins is 
his body..." 


And | grinned, waiting for him to turn and look at me. 

"the second best thing about him is his hair." 

| pulled my mic forward, about to interject. 

"But the real best thing about him is that he's the best fucking rock drummer you're ever gonna see. And he 
sings a Foo Fighters song called Cold Day In The Sun. Do you want to hear it?" And then he turned to look at 
me with a huge smile on his face. 

The smile | gave him in return was just as huge. We stared at each other while we waited for the crowd's 
roar to die down. His eyes sparkled and | was mystified His banter about my appearance was fairly new, within 
the last year or so. It was as if he could sense my own growing anxiety about getting older and decided to 
remind me that | still had it. At least, that was the reasoning | used to explain it. Why he was really doing it, 
we didn't discuss. How do you ask your best friend why he talks about how hot he thinks you are? How, 


indeed? 


In the past, | would take a moment before Cold Day to praise Dave and thank him for his wisdom, leadership 
and friendship. Tonight, though, in honor of one thousand shows, | decided to do something a little different. 


"| recently began introducing Dave to our crowds and he hates when | do it-" 


"| do. | hate it" 


"He's bashful, you guys. But | do it because, without him, we would not be here. | usually say something about 
how talented he is and how he's one of the best musicians of our time. All true. But tonight-" 


"What's tonight?" He interrupted again. 

"Tonight, young David, is my one thousandth Foo Fighters show. Did you know that?" 

"I did not. Happy Anniversary, Hawkins." 

More cheering. More staring as we waited for it to die again. 

"Thank you, thank you. In honor of such a monumental occasion, there's something | want you to know." 


"What's that?" 


"The best thing about you is your fucking body, too." 

| smiled widely as | watched the surprised expression spread across his face. 

"Stop. You're embarrassing mel” He finally uttered and turned back again to meet my stare. 
"Dave, | love you." 

"Oh, Taylor. | love you too, man" 


And without another moment, | counted off Cold Day, glancing at Chris. | knew | caught him a little off guard 


also. 
| was backstage with a towel pressed to my face when | sensed someone standing in front of me. | knew it was 
him. | couldn't tell you how | knew. Maybe it was the way every hair on my body stood at attention Maybe it 


was the pinch | felt in my groin Or it could have been the shift in the air. When | raised my head and saw his 
inquisitive expression, | laughed gently under my breath. 


"What?" 

"You never said anything like that before” 

gg 

"So you think m sexy?” 

"Do you think l'm sexy?" 

"| asked you first” 

"So yeah, my one thousandth show." | purposely changed the subject as | began to walk away from him. 
"Don't charge the subject, T. But yeah, how did you know this was a thousand?" 
"Gus told me” 

"Ah. About that sexy thing?" 

"What about it?" | thoroughly enjoyed yanking his chain 

T 


| stopped walking and turned to face him. | let him watch my eyes drift down his body and back up. "I think 


you're fucking beautiful and | .." | suddenly had butterflies and was afraid to continue. 

"And you what?" 

"Nah. Nothing. Never mind. Hey, lets get going, okay?" 

In the van, he sat beside me and the current between us was enough to singe the hair on my arm. | watched 
his fingers tap out a beat on his thigh. His rounded, hard thigh. | also watched my own uncurl and sit idly atop 
my own thigh. Ever so slowly, | pushed my leg against his and slid my little finger across until it brushed the 
side of his palm. Eventually he trapped my fingers between his hand and his thigh. | could hear his breath 
hitch. The air around me swirled with a feeling | recognized as hunger. | didn't dare raise my eyes to look at 
him but | knew his were on me. They were like two smoldering embers blistering my cheek. 

Once the van pulled up in front of the hotel, Gus opened the door and slid out and ushered the rest of us out 
and directly toward the door of the building. | guess | had wandered a little off track for a fan with her Iphone 
up reached for my arm with her free hand. She clutched tightly, even as | turned and flashed her a grin. Dave 
stopped and grabbed my other arm. It was a Taylor tug-o-war for a moment before the girl finally let go. 
Dave wrapped his arm around my shoulders and walked me through the revolving door. 

"You okay?" 

"Yeah, fine. Why?" 

"You called me." 

"| did?" 

"Yeah, you didn't..you didn't mean to?" 

"| don't know. | guess the girl just took me by surprise.” 


"And you called my name." He grinned. 


| knew he was lingering in the hall outside our doors. Again, | could feel the crackling electricity between us. | 


should just follow him into his room and attack him. He all but gave me an invitation in the van, didn't he? 
"De" 
"Yeah?" His face lit up, his eyes were wide and eager. 


"Do you know what else I've done a thousand times?" 


"What?" 


"Fell in love with you. One thousand times, I've fallen over and over again" 


